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People like ourselves in Euston Station 'simply waited around
for things to happen. There was not much use running in
circles. There were perhaps fifty people in the big main lobby.
Many had been through these raids before and understood
them. There was no particular danger in a great building un-
less the Germans should plant a bomb directly inside and
that probability was remote.
People milled around nervously. The staccato crack of
British anti-aircraft guns and the explosion of shells sent
probing into the dark skies was the first sign that the alarm
had not been false. "Br-r-oom! Br-r-r-oom!" came the first
dull explosions from the bombs dropped by the raiders. An
explosion so close that it seemed to displace the air in the
waiting-room created a momentary frenzy, but the station
and those inside it remained secure. Just outside, perhaps a
hundred yards away, life and property had gone up in frag-
ments. The heavy stone walls of the station had been our
own protection from the blast.
The thundering of bombs like the frantic banging of a
bass drum, and the crackling of scores of anti-aircraft bat-
teries with shells bursting above, blended in a pandemonium
of sound. The ground and building vibrated when one fell
near, though it was impossible to sense its direction. Then
suddenly the raiders were gone, pointing the noses of the
Gothas toward Holland. The anti-aircraft guns ceased fire.
London, with only the noises of the street as usual, was
again bloody, battered, and burning in places. But it was al-
ready at work putting out the flames, aiding the wounded,
laying out the dead and patching up the pieces.
I recall—I do not think I shall ever forget—that immedi-
ately after this raid I found myself in the station baggage-
room, where an hysterical railway employe, knowing nothing
better to do, shouted over and over again in a high-pitched

